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The End 
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by Crunch 

The end is near! 
The end is near! 
Repent! 
flj Repent! 

^ m Embrace the goodness of God 

Rccept him 



CD 



For the end is near 
The end is near 
The end is near 
The end is near 



The end is near 
The end is near 
Or so they tell me 
Belieue all I hear 



J 



Bittersweet 

By Sara McMillon 



Will you be mine 

And come with me 

To walk in the bright sun 

To laugh and be free 

For just a little while 

Because I know 
Like a dead dried rose 
It will all fade away 
With only the sweet memory 
Of how it used to be 



Love 



You don't know love until you meet love, 

And thats not every day, 
You don't feel love, 

and true love is the way. 

You don't see love until you show love, 

in actions and in words, 
So show love to be loved, 

and help change the world. 

Crystal Short 



gave you the sunshine, 
when it rained outside 

gave you my feelings, 
and swallowed my pride 

gave my time but, 
that wasn't enough, 

gave you my heart, 
but you tore it up. 



Crystal Short 




Dispatch 

by Roz Ren fro 



I'm not kidding this time 

The trash in my pockets comes from far away 
Where people bleed in liters 
And 14.50's almost 3 o'clock 

I'm unzipped from heel to spine 
Unbuttoned from side to side 
And as I walk the parts fall out 
No blood all rain this time 

The people I meet look forein 
I ' d rather think they ' re not 
They ' ve got no parts 
Poisoned the water for weeks 

By now I ' m pretty empty 
Just a few parts hanging on 
The rest are in the gutter 
Freezing quick in the damp rain 

Speaking of rain it 1 s gathered 
Inside my body now 
It's a slow collection 
And a sick affliction 

Instead of falling out 

My parts freeze and break and shatter 
leaving shards in the water 
as poison snow begins to fall 

I'm laid open from the back 
Parts dropping out behind 
Up to my waist 
in freezing snow 

Just a few meters left to go 
I'm not frozen solid yet 
I have one match left 
So save me. 



St. Louis 



Barges filled with stinking waste 
Crawlng down the brown river 
Smooth concrete glass and steel 
Filth lining the streets 
Sleeping in corners 

Peeling off burned toothless relics 

Rubber on asphalt 

Rubber on asphalt 

Sewer caps belching hot steam 

Mass production 

Nameless hunks of flesh and bone 
Black trundling furry balls 
Dark falling shdows of fear 
Everywhere 



by Sara McMillon 



Circles, +spirals,+ali sorts of thiogs 

Briogiog me down 

douin to my knees 

Pushing, +struggling,+trying to fight. 

I'm just losing 

losing my life. 

Shouing me down,+letting me go. 

Drowning in your pool of blood 

Blood from your pain, Blood from your life. 

Russian Roulette 

There go the lights. 



Karen Leuchtmann 



Mea Maxima Culpa 



I've been feeling rather souless lately 
(mea culpa) 

Tried to feel disgust-a good dose of revulsion to thaw out the psyche 
(been frozen quite awhile) 

Pride and joy and hope proved irrelevant 
(stopped meaning anything) 

All emotions seem to come through a pane of cracked glass-not penetrating to any 
consequence 

(the superficial layers bind the deeper ones) 

When did the frost and flame layer and become my core? 
(ad infinitum) 

This has kept those of flesh and blood away-to save themselves from sunlight and 
blisters 

(mea culpa) P 

To strip the sheets that I myself designed is an impassable idea-they are my only 
security 

(blanket) 

It leaves me here with this scrawled page-it should be hidden 
(coated into the shell) 

Yet it denies it 
(mea culpa) 



Nienor 



Across The Field 

The big black swaying 
Sentinels 

Silently beckon me 

In the moist night 

I want to go to sleep forever 

Underneath their tossing heads 

And let them 

Be strong for me 



Sara McMillon 



I Should* ve Stayed in Bed 

By Sara McMillon 

Curled up in the warmth of my 
Blanket womb 

The air outside is freezing 
And I ' m not coming out 
But 

My mother makes me 

And every morning I am reborn 

Complaining 

Because she made me leave 
That warm place behind 



Dr. King 



Dr. Martin Luther Ring was a very good man, 

He gave the under privlladged a helping hand, 

He wanted equal opportunities for blacks and whites, 

He wanted all man kind to have the same rights. 

1968 was the day of his death, 

Behind dreams and memories were things that he left, 

"I have a dream", was his famous theme, 

A great man he was Dr. Martin Luther King. 



Crystal Short 



Pong 

cracked green, 
bright white lines, 
plasmatic surface, 
black beneathe. 
tightly id tin en barrriers, 
don't scare me. 
uialk a mays, 
and i'm free. 

screaminy out a silent plea, 

mill an ansmer euer be? 

jokes and drugs and rock and roll, 

to that he sold his soul. 

geometric shapes 

made by ordered apes 

there's no escape 

nature almays wins 

cleaniny up our sins 

a house 

a scratch 

a louse 

a match 

freeiny fricticious matter 
only makes me sadder. 



Applecores 

-rozilynn renfro 

Sometimes when I think about the way that my life has presented itself to me, 
I think of being alone on a beach. My whole life I've felt frustrated, an even 
though I've always had everything I could want, I'm standing in rags. There 
have been times when I am so annoyed with myself that I begin to cry, and my 
whole mind will just stop working. It's kind of enlightening, because it 
opens me up, but it leaves me so weak that sometimes I let it start all over 
again. 

I think my life used to wash up to me in fragments, sort of like the broken 
shells you find on the beach. I don't know if I just pieced them together all 
into one shell, or if the tide just washed up a new shell. Complete. 

Or maybe I'm just one of those crustaceans that is always rebuilding itself. 
But those break too I guess. 

I can almost picture a human being in the form of myself washing up at my 
feet. Maybe she wouldn't be alive yet, but if she were, it wouldn't matter. 
People are as breakable as seashells, but it would be nice to have her wash 
up in one piece. 

On the other hand, when you see a whole seashell, you just kind of take it 
in. But fragments are nice too, because you can look as each one individually, 
and see all the flaws that you might have overlooked had it been a whole shell. 

I think that the sand on a beach really represents all the people in my life. 
Every time that I pick up a shell fragment, I scoop up a little sand with it. 
It's all a nice little equilibrium I guess. I mean, you can't have a beach 
without sand, and without the beach, I wouldn't have the shells that make me, 



Blue light, 
Did you want it? 
_ It wasn't the light 

53} it was the dark. 

Ves or no. 
m\ Does it matter? 
iJJJ It's buried, 
fj in the course of my mind. 

Maybe it was purple, 
Wl is that a risk? 

It's not what you said. 
Does that count? 
UkJ 1,2, 3... Red light. 

Black, white, shades of gray, 
<y Does it matter 
Colorblind. 



Karen Leuchtman 





Ill riters Block 

i will not write on 
a full sized paper. 
8x11 expects too much, 
the blank space screams 
for words i do not haue. 

i will not write on 
a small size paper, 
for i fear 

the uessel may not hold my flow. 



i will not write on 
a medium sized paper, 
it is happy how it is and 
who am i to destroy its 
delicate balance with 
lead or ink? 

-Troy Sutton 



CD 



CD 



An Absent Presence 

existance promoted in a 
jail without walls, 
without laws , 

without any means of escape 
but a flaw. 

subject to change without notice. 

life without life 

change without control 

a forfeiture. 

without this prison, 

after the flaw 

that is subject to change 

twice the no walls 

twice the no laws 

a scramble for what was 

pushes it away 

the unseen is felt 

trapped in a void 

pleading to be the prodigal son 

to be released 

freed 

controlled 



Stephen Ryan Patterson 



Eldon 



By Crunch 



I like to stop in Eldon 

When I'm going to the Lake 

fit the Eldon Driue-ln 

Vou can get ice cream or a shake 

(Hey, that rhymes) 

Eldon, Missouri 

Home of the Mustangs 

(Go team!) 
Will you amount to anythiny? 
With your meager population 
Although gou do haue a Wal-Mart 
And a Hardee's 
Hnd a McDonald's 
But, then again 
Eueryone 
Has a McDonald's 



"FLUKE MAN" 

by Sean Lograsso 

Here I stand 

fluiay from all 

Undecided and uery tall 

I haue friends 

Vet they are few 

The question remains 

Hre they true 

Vou say you know me 

that remains to be seen 

Inside is chaos 

Uutside seems serene 

They say they like me 

I wonder why 

It couldn't be true 

It must be a lie 

So here I stand, can't you 

Rll by myself 

In my own quiet hell... 



Entity 

-Sean LoGrasso 

Is this body really mine 

Or is it a shell 

That makes me blind 

Hm I a he or she 

Or am I just me 

I am trapped 

Life is that yoke 

Hm I more 

Or is it all a cruel joke 



Ode to the Navel Inspector 
Once 

There was this guy 
I knew 

In my gym class 

He had 

2% body fat 

I remember thinkin ' 

"Whoa, he's cool, 

He's tough" 

But then 

I found out 

He was a jerk 

You're a lot cooler. 
I really like you 
You understand it 
When I whine 
You know 
Exactly 

What ' s going on 

There ' 11 always be 
Skinny little jocks 
But you ' re a lot better 
Because 

You're the only person 
I know 

Who's 2% stainless steel 



Crunch 




Culture Puzzle 

-Rozilynn Renfro 

Some people are too into life 

Cause they don't know they're goiny to die 

Some say life's what you make it 

It's not it's how you take it. 

My teacher used to sing about personality 
but he had none in actuality 
He'd pound the desk in fury 
his life's passiny in a hurry 

Talk about basic needs? 
What I need is my sanity 
I don't do as Romans do 
When I'm in Rome 

Just left the culture puzzle back at home 

He won't fight no more 

she knows what his life is for 

Acceptance is accepted 

They don't care what is expected 

Deaths liyht burns inside his hollow eyes 
Scared to death to break lifes ties 
his meaninys haue yrown weaker 
he's failed to be lifes teacher. 




Jennifer Boudreau 



Entschuldigung! 



Schuld ist mein 
Tot ist mein Freund 
Tot ist.mein Freund 

Ich habe Angst fur dich 
Aber du hast nichts fur mich 
GroB ist meine Schmerzen 
GroB ist meine Schmerzen 

Ich muB fur dein Herz weinen 
Alle Hoffnung ist verloren 
Warum kanst du mich nicht lieben 
Du leibst mich nicht 

Starr ist mein Korper 
Ich bin tot 
Ich bin tot 



By: Rozilynn Renfro 



God Said 



by Crystal Short 

God said "Trust in me and your needs 
will be fulfilled" 

and uie'ue learned from experience that 
he's for real 

God said, "Pray and that's the key" 
God said, "Belieue in me" 
Loue the Lord God for what he has 
done from the smallest blessiny to the 
bigyest ones 

For you must remember he died for your 
sins, and all he asked is to be your 
friend 

Jesus did his, now do your part 
Now is the time to accept him in 
your heart 



Pain 

-Sean LoGrasso 

I went into battle 

With uisions of glory 

nil the blood and death 

It's another story 

It was hard at first 

I learned fast 

It's me or him 

I want to die last 

I raise my weapon 

Ready to shoot 

I feel a sharp pain 

fls blood fills my boot 

Explosions of fire 

Radiating from my spine 

Cue seen many die 

Now is my time 

R cold numb approches 

Death is near 

I can almost see him 

Rs my sole fills with fear 

Good bye sweet foe 

I wish you good fortune 

Is my fate up or down 

I will know soon 

Rre you my enemy 

Or are you my ally 

It does not matter 

For now I die 



Jump 

-Chaos 

Hear I am 

Rfter all these years 
High on the ledge 
My eyes full of tears 
There must be an end 
To all this pain 
The incessant noise 
Is driuing me insane 
Is there no way out 
I just don't know 
I can't turn back 
So here I go 

Falling faster and faster 
Like flying but not quite 
Hs the ground gets closer 
My wonder turns to fright 
Closer and closer 
It takes so long 
Cue changed my mind 
I was wrong... 



fln Undecided Uoyage 



A journey worth wild, 
searching like a child, 
simple as it seems, 
a light and it's beams. 
R treasure you need, 
without you will bleed, 
something you can't hold, 
you risk to be bold, 
I gaue to my loue, 
to find a kind doue, 
still searching I flee, 
and answer I plea! 
R silence is found, 
again to the ground, 
my louing will rust, 
for none shall I trust. 

Stephen Ryan Patterson 



The night mas clear and crisp. 
Not cold and not warm. 
It was almost clammy 
with its feigned humidity. 
It was not that dark, 
but the moonlight 
stole the stark and 
gaue the muddled. 

Walking along 

with an artificial energy 

in my ueins 

headed for a bed 

to ease my pains. 

I started walking quicker 

in fear of the local swine. 

My body tense 

and full of suspense. 

The crickets whined 

keeping time. 

Each step a chirp 

each steap a slurp 

of fresh night air. 

Rnd then i slowly became aware 

of a sound droning from nowhere. 

Thump, tha- thum thum 

Thump, tha- thum thum 

H low bass 

without a face 

rich and full and ethereal 

hardly there at all 

but it seemed to be 

getting louder, 

and closer. 

It reuerberated through the land 
cold-sweat on the backs of my hands 
thump, tha- thum thum 
thump, tha- thum thum 



the slowly it pulled away 

but not astray 

it echoed in my mind 

like a thought i'd 

almost forgot. 

thump, tha- thum thum 

i could hear and feel it 
the pauement i walked on 
seemed to be none other than 
the cardiovascular muscles 
of the earth herself. 

the sound surrounded me 

enveloped me, 

dwarfed me, 

terrified me. 

the joining with it 

the wails of thousands 

a discordant noise 

as faint as the wind 

but just as persistant 

or was it the wind? 

of the crickets? 

or my own breath? 

was the rythym nothing more 

than my own heartbeat 

experienced through 

paranoic senses? 

thump, tha- thum thum 

thump, tha- thum thum 

thump, tha- thum thum 

one too many cups of coffee. 



-Napolean 



My side 

by: Brandie Hatch 

I didn't mean to hurt you 
It wasn't my fault 
Vou left me to my loneliness 
And I cried... 

Vou said you'd always be there 
But you weren't there that time 
I used another shoulder 
To cry on... 

Now I'm on my own 
Liuiny in my silence 
Tryiny to find myself 
In the dark. 



Slime Rhyme 



surreal 

banana peal 

how i feel 

isn't a big deal. 

tape 

rape 

hear 

fear 

my dear. 

kill 

spill 

waste 

taste 

eat 

greet 

wonder 

plunder 

betray 

please stay 

destroy 

troy. 



-Troy Sutton 
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So? 

-Rozilynn Renfro 
I knew a girl 

Who mas in lone so bad with this man 
She couldn't keep her face on straight 
Euerything he did just messed her up so 

So she let him hurt her inside 

Rll the time 

So she's neuer sure he's hers 

So don't own 

Spent hours away 

She feared he felt her owning him 

But she can't, he owns himself 

Rnd sometimes he owns her, and she don't mind so 

So he's so important to her 
Shouldn't she? 

Shouldn't she do what? She's so scared 
So it's fear 

Fear is weak 

He tells her these things so true 
With him theg all make sense 
But alone she fears again so 

So she fears for him once again 
Fear won't leaue 
He couers her sometimes himself 
So fear's gone 

Her care for him makes her seem dependent 
So she depends on no one 
Only on her feelings for him 
Lays all her trust 

But will he break? 
Drop all her trust 
Rnd say "So?" 

He keeps her so in loue with him 
he says "So?!" 



The Touch of Innoceoce 

How can a child see wonderment in the sky. 
How do their thoughts rise so high. 
Why do their spirits neuer die. 

Why are they touched, 
why not I. 



K.C. 



Are you a person who thinks it is true, 
that if you haue a dream and work for it too, 
then it is likely for it to come true. 

find if you belieue anything is possible, 
once a dream is begun. 
Then I think you should know, 
you're not the only one. 



Loue 
-Sean LoGrasso 



Do I lone you 
Or is it lust 
flm I after your heart 
Or maybe your bust 
It is hard to tell 
Does it really matter 
Now tell me this 
IDhich would you rather 
All I can tell you 
If you care 

Is that I can't stand it 
When you're not there 




Hate 
-Chaos 

You try to be nice 
I hate you still 
If you stay too close 
I just miyht kill 
fls I get to know you 
I start to see 
It wasn't you 
It was me 

When we are friends 

Vou find out what I said 

And then one night 

Vou turn up dead 

I say I hate you 

It may be a lie 

But all my friends you see 

They all die 



IN THE END" 



Why am I here 

Why are you there 

Why are uie fightiny 

I really don't care 

The last straw has been laid 

It's back is break'n 

We are doomed 

Rll is forsaken 

The missies will fall 

Day and night 

Vou must know 

There can be no flight 

It seems ironic 

That after we're gone 

The roaches will rule 

fls they feed on our carrion 



Jjj pink 



i'm an albino rhino 
i'm an albino hare 
i'm an albino domino 
i'm an albino 
and i don't care. 

-Sulad Cjelli 
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little tinges of pink 
ouer euerything 
blank stare 
mumbling to myself 
so paper thin 
tired of being here 
smiling 

want to sleep at home 
but not at home 
afraid of euerything 
hungry too 

I think I'll go call my mom 
Ms. I-Hate-Typing 



The Circle 



He was like an island of water in a sea of desert, 
Making me want him without rhyme or reason, 
A natural hunger consuming he and I . 

But as the fire burns down, so does my hunger diminish, 
And as the ashes die, another flame ignites, 

Thus, the all consuming circle of love continues on its journeys 
Until, the right one comes along and breaks the circle, 
The journey ends, the circle broken, and the flame 

never dies . 

by- 

Alexandre the Unknown 
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Pain prouider 

That is you 

Her spirit is 

Still black and blue 

Vour torture tools 

Are the mock guilt spear 

Hnd the warped mirror 

Of a tear 

Can you not 
Stay auiay 
Is it not enough 
What uie haue paid 
Haue you enjoyed 
Vour penetration 
Of her life 

And of my patience 
Vou really are the 
Ruiner of the true 
I won't euen ask 
'Cause I knoui you 
You'll do it again 
Since you're here 
Haue your fun 
Hnd disappear 

By: Dauid Bell 



Empty 

By: Dauid Bell 



Fadiny out 
Nothingness 
Speck of light 
Can't euen guess 

Time, puluerizing ^ 
Nothing to see 

Nothing to hear _ 
Nothing to fear but fear 

So promising 
But not to come 
Bisillusioned 

I used to Hue 
I used to loue 
They lied to me 
There's none aboue 

I killed myself CD 
I souyht peace 
I can't haue it 
There's no release 



So promisiny fMk 
But not to come " 
Floatiny in this uoid 
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DESPAIR 

by: David Bell 

On this day of happiness and joy 

I put an my smiley face 

I'm left alone 

In this world of unlikes 

Grinning, hide my worthless self 

Cannot match their inner grace 

Help I need 

Give myself pain sublime 
Truth sows the seed 
But will it be in time 

And it's dark outside 

Dark and cold 

But I'm colder inside 

I could' ve lied 

I should ' ve died 

Turn my head towards suicide 

But there's a light 

A candle burning in my hand 

Burning bright 

My friend, help understand 

Cut myself to bide my time 

I'm alone in the shadows of my mind 

And all I've hurt 

Friends, everyone 

Are standing in the warming sun 

I stopped the pain, I used a gun 

No more light 

The candle burned my hand 

Snuffed it out 

No more could I stand 



Euerone's making me 

pick dry blood from my nails 

UJhen will they learn from my scratches? 

I'm clenched fists 

I'm ground teeth 

I'm anger waiting to bleed 

So feed me now 

Everyone's making me 

pick dry blood from my nails 

UJhen will they learn from my scratches? 

I wish you'd 

get me off your paper 

Please, get out of mg own storg 

Jesus Christ, just leaue 
leaue me on mg floor 
sprawled with shoes and blood 

Everyone's making me 

pick drg blood from mg nails 

UJhen? UJhen will gou learn? 

Get off, I don't need 

gour crazg lies 

about mg slow mental death 

Oh I'm so high 
so high I'm low 
so low I'm dead 

Vou made me 

pick drg blood from mg nails 
I guess gou neuer learned. 

Rozilgn'n Renfro 



2% 



Determination see me through 
For once again I've called on you 
To see me through another hour 
Another love gone milky sour 

Sweet dear patience, speak my name 
Whisper not of others blame 
but shout the name of peace so clear 
My curdled heart so dark might hear 

And still persuasion knocks again 
It 1 s persistant pounding calls begin 
In between my bitter screams 
Divided now as milk and cream. 

For Scott 
-Rozilynn Renfro 
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Deniz Muftuoglu 




Lost Interest 

I haue needs 
Needs not wants 
Need more to serue 
In the front 

More agony 
Pain within 
Try to saue me 
From my sin 

One has not yet become real 
Hell is all I try to feel 
Killing point inside of me 
Satan does not feel sympathy 



Terry "Homer" Hanshaw 



Real 



A dream; 

two bodies ; 

beside lying; 

next to each other; 

listening as they breathe; 

living now and not waiting; 

praying whispers to exhale soon; 

strolling past life's present lying down; 

casually content you stare with peace; 

a meaning is lost with out cause; 

a parodox of love; 

the end is near; 

too soon . • • 



Stephen Patterson 



Final Part One 

-Rozilynn Ren fro 

It's the eve 
of a dawning 

of a whole new experience 
And I can't say 
what ' s on my mind 

On the nights 

you surprise me and 

I'm at loss for a metaphor 

To say what I can't 

quite get off my brain 

I stand in the light 
of a sun I can't touch 
of a sun casting shadows 
And I wonder 

What doubts do they hide? 

It ' s the night 

of a departure 

that will leave us reeling 

And I hope 

soft arms will catch me. 



• 



Farewell Class of 1995 



by Stephen Ryan Patterson 



CO 



A kind of sharing that bonds 

two familiar souls into a comfortable 

and peaceful environment. That which, 

is the basis of instruction near its end 

but its "alpha" was striving to rebel. 

Those always there , near the end 

will be cherished, and loved. For 

those are the patient and honest. 

Tis a sad day when that ends, 

sadder if one must depart sooner. 

I am the tearful one, who sees 

the friends from forever vanish today, 

to be remained a mystery, a memory. 

But a memory never forgotten 

will be the ones, the ones always 

there for me as I tried to return favors. 

Nurture the time you have, 

for I have time working as my foe. 

Express your emotions and only your 

True emotions for others would waste 

the time you lost. 

Gratitude towards the many that gave me a chance, 
that let me try, even encouraged 
my dreams , 
and memories • 

Farewell Class of 1995, 
for I am 

lost without you . 



^ 
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